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faces of the strangers they had married long ago and half
forgotten, and how, feeling that their marriage was a dream
that by some cruel freak had become real, she'd start
living with him again.'* She broke off, and presently said
in a toneless voice: "Then the Restoration, And "after-
wards—oh, all their lives to the very last, bitter memories
and conventional tolerance and stiff*concealments for each
other's sake. And right at the end their children wondering
why on earth their old-fashioned father and mother still
couldn't bear to speak of ... I could imagine the seven-
teenth century, Lewis. It's not so far off."
There had been so much of her own life in this imagined
history that her eyes were full of tears. "Now you know/'
she said, when she could not conceal them, "why it's good
to have you here."
"Because I'm English?"
Passing him, she stood at the window and looked out
over the lakes. When he had risen and was standing beside
her, he saw that her hand moved towards him, closed upon
the air, and was withdrawn.
"I'd have gone to England long ago and found work to
do there/' she said. "Even though he is on the other side,
Fd have gone. But I'm German now. They would never
let me in."
"And in Germany?"
"I'm allowed there, of course. But my husband sent me
out. I could only have lived with his family. It's better
here, I suppose. And not only that—he didn t want me to
be in Germany. It was part of his sentiment that he and
I weren't to meet again until, as he said, we had ceased to
be enemies. He asked me which side I wanted to win. I
said I would support his side—I would do what was re-
quired of me. But he repeated his question—he's the
honestest man alive—whom did I want to win? I told him
the truth. We had been speaking in German, but after he
had thought for a little while he said in English: 'Then it
would be an agony for you to remain in Germany. You
might grow to hate me. God knows, I might grow to hate
you/ " She continued with difficulty. "We spent one more

